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sought for his sympathy. Granet, however, was not
a man with an overwhelming amount of that
quality.
"Look here," he proposed. "I personally don't see
what we can do to-night or what any one can do to
us, but if you like I will ring up the Manoir and
see if the agent is really there. If he is not, then I
think the best thing you can do is to go to bed and
forget this affair until to-morrow."
"But I cannot sleep," the girl protested, clasping
her fingers together. "I am sure you would find Mr.
Spenser at the Manoir. That is his car over there."
"I have an idea," Granet said, "that Mr. Spenser
would like to get rid of us all for some reason or
other. Are you willing to go if they want us to?**
"I am not sure," was the aimless reply. "I do not
think so."
"Will your sister want to go?"
"I am sure that she will not. She had a peculiar
sort of affection for Lady Grassleyes arid she will
be terribly upset."
"Do you mean she has not heard yet?"
Carlotta shook her head.
"She knows nothing of what has happened here,
I dare not wake her. She has been in her room all
day and although I have knocked on her door I
knew it was useless. She has taken a strong sleeping
draught."
"Well, that fellow Johnson is not likely to come
back here again so would you like me to go up to the
Manoir and find out if there is any news?" he pro-
posed.